TRAVEL-DIARY
foot we made our way along the little dikes which divided
the paddy-fields, towards a distant copse. Dusk was gather-
ing, and the over-arching trees formed a proscenium be-
yond which the General and his staff stood grouped with
beautifully theatrical effect. At the edge of the glade we
stopped and bowed. The General returned our bow. We
advanced a few paces. Our hosts did likewise. More bows.
Another advance. We met. We shook hands. It was like
a scene from a Shakespearian comedy—or, as Fleming
said, like the prelude to a duel.
The interview took place in a wooden hut, round a
table loaded with delicacies—fruit, brandy, and expen-
sive imported chocolates. Fleming, as our representative,
handled the exchange of courtesies with consummate skill;
it was unnecessary for either of us to open our mouths.
6Will you please', he asked A. W. Kao, 'thankGeneral Ku
for seeing us at such a difficult time—and will you apolo-
gize for our clothes?' He knew just what questions to ask:
cWould the General give us his views on the relative
merits and defects of the Japanese soldier?' He knew just
how to bring the meeting to a close: ^Will you tell the
General that, although war correspondents are supposed
to be absolutely impartial, we do not think we should be
going too far in asking him to drink with us to a Chinese
victory?'
Before we left we examined a pile of war material re-
cently captured from the Japanese. It was now quite
dark. Holding electric torches we poked about among
diaries, photographs, and private letters of dead men.
There was a picture of a young cadet, posed in. his new
uniform; and a letter from a brother which said that they
were all praying for his safety, but that it was a noble
thing to die for one's country. There were flags, machine-
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